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	1. Today Will Be a Good Day

**A/N: So here it is. My first posted 'not a one shot' Brittana fic. I have another in the works but let's stick with this one for now. It was inspired by my Scandal rewatch so if you're a fan of the show, you'll notice some similarities. This fic should have lots of drama. Hope you enjoy! :)**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 1 – Today Will Be a Good Day<strong>

Santana Lopez breezed into her office in her favourite, most expensive outfit with a smile on her face. She loved this black, Prada skirt and matching blazer, and the red, silk blouse that she always paired with it. This outfit made her feel powerful and badass, and whenever she wore it, she had a great work day. She was in a particularly good mood this morning, which is why she had chosen her very favourite outfit to wear. Her early morning workout had been incredibly satisfying, she had even gotten in a few laps in the pool. She had cooked herself a big breakfast and had gotten through all the important newspapers before leaving her apartment. The coffee that was waiting for her on her desk also gave her a very good feeling about the day that she was going to have.

"Who's sucking up?" She called out. "Who brought me coffee?"

"Mornin' hot stuff," her favourite annoyingly familiar voice cooed from the doorway.

She spun around and smiled in greeting at Puck in his ripped, black t-shirt and dirty jeans with that stupid mop of hair on his head. "Good morning, Puckerman. You're in early."

"Couldn't sleep," he shrugged.

She furrowed her brow and frowned. "Is everything okay?"

"Nothing I can't handle," he answered briskly.

She felt the urge to press and prod, to find out exactly what was bothering him, but she pushed it back down. If something was really troubling him she knew that he would tell her…eventually.

"Quinn's on her way," he spoke. "She texted me a few minutes ago. Artie should be here soon too, and well, we know Sebastian is always late."

Santana chuckled to herself. "Yes, we do." If he didn't look so good in a suit and wasn't such a smooth talker, she would have fired him years ago. "He better be ready for today though!" She exclaimed as she sat behind her desk and lifted the screen of her laptop.

Puck made himself comfortable in her office as well. He sat down on her comfortable sofa and kicked his feet up. "What's pretty boy doing today?" He asked with a puzzled expression.

"Interviewing candidates for a job! Today is gonna be a good day," she told him with an excited grin.

He chuckled, "You're in a good mood."

"It's gonna be a good day," she repeated confidently.

"Wow, she is in a good mood," Quinn whistled as she stepped into the room with her coat still on and her bag over her shoulder.

Santana rolled her eyes. "Don't sound so surprised, Q."

"Of course I'm surprised," the blonde quipped. "I don't remember the last time that I saw you smile."

Santana plastered her biggest, most forced smile on her face just to prove a point. "You can't kill my vibe, Quinn. Not today!"

Quinn smiled, because seeing Santana excited about something was nice, and rare, but that smile quickly fell when she saw two large men in suits with earpieces step out of the elevator just beyond the main doors of the office. "Uhh…Puck," she began nervously, "we have unexpected company."

He jumped to his feet while Santana lifted her head. "Who is it, Q?"

"Uhh…they look like—"

Puck interrupted her as he stepped into the hallway and sized the two men up. "They look like Secret Service."

Santana froze and she felt a cold shiver run down the length of her spine. So much for her great day.

* * *

><p>Santana had been summoned to the White House and she did not hide her supreme displeasure. She told the Secret Service agents, Billy and Ryan, who she simply referred to as "the goons" that the President didn't have the right to summon her to the White House anymore.<p>

She stepped into the Oval Office with an exaggerated huff and crossed her arms. The only people in the room were her, Will Schuester, who was the President's Chief of Staff, and the President. She stared at the President standing behind that large, historic, oak desk and remembered why running that campaign had been so easy. Tall, blonde, blue eyes, a well toned and well shaped body, unequivocally attractive and physically, a campaign manager's dream. Sure, the words ditzy and dim had been brought up in the press and used by the opposition, but she had been able to spin that. She had made it endearing and relatable, a true candidate of the people. The Presidential candidate with a heart of gold.

It really had been a dream campaign until…

The President finally spun around to face her and the look of relief was unmistakable. "God, Santana, thank you so much for coming!"

"Well, I didn't really have much of a choice, did I?" She grumbled.

That made the President look at least a little sheepish. "I'm sorry about that. I know that I shouldn't have done it, but I just...I…I panicked!"

She took a deep breath to compose herself before she walked further into the room and slipped into full professional mode. "What can I do for you, Mr. President?"

He pushed his hair off of his forehead, in what she recognized as a nervous tick. "Call me Sam. You know I hate it when you call me Mr. President."

She effectively ignored him. "What can I do for you?"

Samuel Evans, the tall, blonde, former Senator from Tennessee with model good looks, stared at her with a fearful expression and she knew that she had never seen him so scared. Not even when they had been down sixteen points in the general election. "It's not true, Santana. It's not."

The brunette turned to the other man in the room with curious eyes. "What's going on Schue?"

"There's a woman from Tennessee who is claiming that she had a fling with the President when he was in the Army. She's going to claim that her eighteen-year-old son is his."

Santana's eyes widened. "And the press?"

"Hasn't gotten wind of it," Will answered quickly, "but we know that it's only a matter of time. We most likely have a very small window."

"Okay," she said calmly. Santana pulled her cellphone out of the pocket of her blazer and shifted through her contacts. "I'll get my team on it. We'll find her, get a paternity test, figure out what she wants. Whatever it takes."

Before Santana could bring her phone to her ear, Will spoke again. "There's more, unfortunately."

"Well," she chuckled humourlessly. "It can't be worse." Neither man spoke and it made her grit her teeth in anger. "It's worse?" She questioned in disbelief.

"It's worse," the older man confirmed timidly.

"How could it possibly be worse?" Her voice was loud enough that it got her point across but low enough that no one could accuse her of yelling at the President of the United States.

"We think that the First Lady is having an affair."

"But it's not true," Sam added fervently.

The phone in Santana's hand now had a connected call and she could hear Quinn's voice calling her name.

But she couldn't hear anything. She couldn't hear Quinn frantically calling her name, worried that something had happened to her. She couldn't hear Will Schuester asking her what their next step should be, and she certainly couldn't hear the President repeating that the rumours couldn't be true and sounding as if he was on the verge of tears. She had frozen, even more so than when Quinn had uttered the words "Secret Service", and she had lost the ability to hear when she had heard just two words. Two words much scarier than Secret Service or The President.

First Lady.

She had left the White House for a reason. She had resigned from her very important, very influential job in the highest office in the land for a _reason_. She had lost herself. In these hallowed halls, around these people, she had lost herself. And she liked her life now. She liked her lonely apartment with her indifferent cat, and barely slept in bed, and expensive clothes. She liked her job where the richest people in the country called her and she made their problems seemingly disappear. She liked her band of misfits that she considered her family. And she could not get sucked back into this world.

"I can't take this case," she finally spoke in a shaky voice.

The two men turned towards her, one with an expression of shock and the other just looked sad.

"I won't take this case," she said in a much firmer voice. "You'll have to call somebody else in this power hungry town," she added as she spun on her heel. "I'm sure you'll have no problem finding someone ready and willing."

Her hand was on the doorknob when she heard the voice of the man that she had once considered one of her very closest friends.

"Santana, please," Sam begged.

"I'm sorry, Mr. President," she forced out before she left.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Please review! And feel free to ask questions :)**


	2. Game Changer

**A/N: Thanks for the reviews! This chapter is much longer so I hope you enjoy :)**

**Just to let you guys know, there won't be a lot of Bram in this story. Sam is important in this story obviously because he's the President, but more of the focus will be on his complicated friendship with Santana, not on his marriage to Brittany.**

**Disclaimer: I don't own any characters from Glee!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 2 – Game Changer<strong>

Santana decided to walk back to her apartment. The goons had offered her a ride but she had turned them down, she needed the walking time to think. So she strutted through the West Wing and out of the White House, and she ignored the familiar stares and curious looks. She was certain that they were all wondering the same thing. Why is Santana Lopez in the White House? Is she back to work?

What's wrong?

Because if she was around then something was probably wrong. People like her generally didn't hang around because things were going well.

She passed Tina Cohen-Chang, who had taken over her job when she had resigned, and she ignored the look of jealously tinged with just a hint of fear. She also ignored Press Secretary Mike Chang when he opened his mouth to say hi. She offered the First Lady's Chief of Staff, Marley Rose, a small smile and instantly regretted it. Marley, caring and loyal, would no doubt report back to the First Lady that she had seen her and that they had exchanged smiles, and that would definitely come back to bite her in the ass.

She picked up her pace and was out of the shadow of 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue before her cellphone began to ring. She was not surprised to see the caller ID as Will Schuester.

"I'm not coming back and I'm not taking the case, Schue," she answered in the place of a standard greeting.

"_Santana,_" he sighed on the other end of the call. "_It has to be you. You're the best._"

"I know that," she responded confidently. "Doesn't mean that I'm taking this case."

"_In four weeks he's going to announce his campaign for re-election. We need you. We need you to make him a two term President._"

She argued, "You don't need me. He can run on the strength of his first term and he'll be fine."

"_We need you to fix the one thing that could taint his first term. She listens to you,_" he added after a pause. "_She'll talk to you. She'll tell you the truth._"

Santana stopped walking and inhaled sharply through her nose. She didn't have anything else to say and apparently Will didn't need her say anything else either. He knew exactly what to say to her.

"_Come on, Santana. We made him. Me, you, and Brittany. Let's get the dream team back together and win another election. Do you remember how fun it was last time? Remember the rush? Remember what a mess he was before you walked into that room? Sixteen points down! Sixteen! But you changed the game! And we need that kind of gameplay again._"

The line was silent and she knew that Will was patiently waiting for her to react, to reminisce. But she couldn't give him any further ammunition.

"Goodbye Will," she whispered before she ended the call.

* * *

><p><em>The Campaign Trail – 4 Years Ago<em>

"I don't get it," Sam mumbled to himself as he ran a hand through his hair. "Why are my numbers down in Virginia? The debate went well, right? Virginia should be a lock. Right?" He asked in confusion as he looked around at his staff.

"It's because you're boring," a voice from the back of the room called.

Every pair of eyes in the room turned towards the petite Latina who had just walked through the door.

"Excuse me?" Sam asked timidly.

"You're boring," she repeated. "You won the GOP primary on your record and your family values. Your choice of VP locks up the red states and gets those who call you a neo-conservative to vote for you. With Anderson as your opposition, your shot at historical blue states is zilch, so you need to go after the swing states, Nevada, Colorado, Ohio," she elaborated, "and to them you are _boring_. You have a nice body, military service, and the perfect Republican family, and they don't care about any of that. They want to hear about how you led UNC to a Final Four run and how you helped raise your two younger siblings because your parents were too busy crusading and changing the world. They want to hear you gush about your beautiful, exuberant wife and her dancing career, and they want to see you play the guitar on national television. They want to see you as the guy they could hang out with and invite to their backyard BBQ. You're running for President, give them something to get excited about," she implored. "And you need to take a firm stance on a big issue," she added with a sigh. "Sometimes you're a little wishy-washy. You need to talk about women's rights, race issues, immigration laws, gun control, something. After that, maybe your numbers will go up in Virginia, and New York, and Ohio, and Nevada. Maybe after that we can win this election."

The silence that followed made Sam even more confused. He looked around at his staff and their reactions stunned him. His wife looked impressed, in awe even, and Will had the biggest grin on his face.

"Sam," his Chief of Staff spoke, "_this_ is who I told you about. She is _brilliant_."

"Who are you?" Was all that Sam could ask.

"Santana Lopez," she answered briskly. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Senator Evans."

The room cleared quickly, her presence having an immediate effect on the campaign workers, and after a gentle pat on the back, Sam left as well, leaving just her and Will Schuester in the room. He turned to her with a wide smile and outstretched arms and she gave him a quick hug. She had never been much of a hugger.

"It's good to see you, Schue," she admitted.

"It's great to see you," he answered with a chuckle. "I know that you've been doing well because I still see you all over the news. So," he began after a deep breath. "What do you think of our guy?"

She pursed her lips thoughtfully before she responded. "He's got a decent record and a nice head of hair. Tall, which is good. Lots of energy if he figured out what to do with it. Bit of a trouty mouth and sometimes he sounds like an airhead, but his education proves that he is definitely smart. What do you like about him?"

Will shrugged before he answered honestly. "He's an idealist, a dreamer, he wants the best for everyone. He's just a good guy."

"Then I'm in," she stated firmly. "There are not enough good guys out there." He laughed triumphantly before he made a move to engage her in another hug. She raised her hand and took a step backwards. "Slow down, Schue. He's still boring. You can hug me again when we win this election."

* * *

><p>Kitty Wilde stepped into the restaurant and gravitated towards the man in the corner booth with slicked back hair and a really nice suit. "You must be Sebastian Smythe?"<p>

He nodded as he stood up to shake her hand and then gestured for her to take a seat across from him. "Let me get you a drink. What'll it be?"

She raised an eyebrow. "Isn't this a job interview?"

"All the more reason to drink," he quipped. "So what would you like? I'm drinking whiskey," he said as he raised his glass. "Would you like one as well? Or a scotch? Champagne? Bourbon? What about a beer? Keep it casual," he pressed.

"Gin and tonic," she finally answered.

Sebastian grinned. "That's more like it." He motioned for the waiter to come over and he placed her drink order. "So let's cut to the chase," he began once her drink was delivered. "Why do you want to work for Santana Lopez?"

"Isn't that obvious?" She retorted. "Every lawyer in this town wants to work for Santana Lopez. What I can't figure out is why Santana Lopez wants _me_ to work for _her_?"

Sebastian chuckled, "It probably has something to do with that attitude. That's why she hired me."

"Why else did she hire you?" Kitty probed curiously after taking the first sip of her gin and tonic.

He finished his drink before he answered. "Santana Lopez may be a top dog but she loves to take in strays."

Kitty furrowed her brow in confusion and bristled at the implied accusation. "I'm not a stray. I have a law degree from Stanford. I have two loving parents that live in a large, practically mansion sized home in Palo Alto, and I have an older sister that I talk to at least three times a week. I have people," she emphasized, "I'm not a stray dog."

Sebastian wasn't offended or caught off guard by her defensive response. He had acted the same way when Santana and Quinn had approached him with a job offer. "Look Kitty, I don't know what your story is but she's rescuing you for a reason. She did it with me, and she did it with everyone else that works with her, and she always has a reason. Look," he paused and placed his hand flat on the table between them. "I don't know you and I don't know your story but I know that you want this job, and what you need to know is that this isn't just a job. It's a lifestyle. It's a game changer. It will change the way that you look at the world. You take this job and you get a new family. That's what you need to consider before you say yes or no. Or," he dragged out as he pulled a pen out of the pocket inside his suit jacket and reached for a nearby napkin. "You can consider this." He scribbled a number on the napkin and pushed it towards her. "Your starting salary."

The blonde's eyes widened as she looked at the number. "Yowza."

"Yeah," he chuckled, "but you will definitely earn it. So, what do you say?"

Kitty gulped and nervously drummed her fingernails on top of the table. She knew that this wasn't just any ole, regular job at a law firm. This was a job with Santana Lopez & Associates. She wouldn't be making coffee and filing paperwork, or handling stupid 'my neighbour's hedges are too high' civil suits and taking minutes at divorce settlements. She would be doing…well, she would be doing whatever it is that they do that keeps them in the news. If she took this job she would probably end up working ridiculous hours and spending way too much time with the man sitting across from her and whoever else worked for Santana Lopez. She would definitely be stressed out and exhausted, and at the end of her rope on most days.

But she didn't go to law school to be bored.

"I'm in," she finally answered.

* * *

><p>Santana had barely been back at her office two hours when the elevator ominously 'dinged'. She didn't need to lift her head to know who was stepping out of the elevator. Sam had summoned her. Will had called her. So there was only one other person that would reach out to her and she wasn't ready to face her yet. It had been a long time since they had spoken and there was a reason for that. She heard the sound of nice shoes on the hardwood floor and she looked up from her place at the conference room table to meet the gaze of the person standing in the doorway.<p>

The young Secret Service agent stood at just over six feet tall and his shaggy brown hair had been cut since the last time that she had seen him. This haircut was much more professional and his jaw was still strong and chiselled, but it couldn't hide that boyish charm or the grin that accompanied it.

She greeted him with a raised eyebrow and a smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. "Ryder."

"Miss Lopez," he returned with a nod.

"I assume that the First Lady is standing behind you."

He nodded again. "You would be correct, ma'am."

Ryder stepped aside, allowing Brittany Susan Pierce Evans to step into the conference room.

And of course she looked annoyingly, devastatingly beautiful. When Santana had first joined the Evans campaign, she had thought that it was a tad ridiculous the way the media harped on the senator's wife's appearance. They talked about her legs and her eyes, and her old Hollywood features. Santana had even rolled her eyes at some of the tacky articles, but then she had met the woman, and she knew that all of the physical descriptions in the media didn't do her an ounce of justice.

She tilted her head to the side slowly and looked at Santana with a soft smile. "Hi."

All that Santana could do was say the same thing back to her. "Hi."

"Can I talk to you?" The tall blonde asked after a moment's pause.

Santana looked around at the empty conference room and gestured towards one of the available seats at the table. Sebastian was still interviewing Kitty Wilde and Puck, Quinn, and Artie went out to lunch and most likely wouldn't be back for a while. "Sure," she answered.

Brittany took a seat and Ryder stepped out of the room, closing the door behind him. He had done this song and dance dozens of times before. He was giving them privacy.

"What can I do for you, Madam First Lady?" She inquired formally.

Brittany frowned, the disappointment obvious on her face. "You know I hate it when you call me that," she murmured. "And you know why I'm here."

They just stared at each other. It had been a long time since Brittany had been able to look at her, like _really_ look. She didn't count the times when she watched her on television. Those didn't count in her mind. Just seeing her on the television meant that you couldn't see just how long her eyelashes were or how perfect her skin was. She was striking on TV, but she was downright breathtaking up close. Brittany remembered the first time that she had laid eyes on her and how she had felt a tug in her stomach that she had never felt before, not even with her husband. It had instantly felt right.

"I'm not taking the case," Santana finally spoke to break the heavy silence.

Brittany frowned again. "He needs you. He thinks better when you're around."

Santana shook her head. Sam wasn't the issue and they both knew it. "No," she replied.

And so they returned to just staring at each other.

"You cut your hair," Brittany pointed out. The Latina instinctively looked down to where her dark hair fell over the collar of her shirt. "It's a little shorter than the last time I saw you. It looks nice."

"Thanks," she whispered.

"I love that blouse on you," the blonde added as her voice dropped an octave.

And that was one of the reasons why she felt so powerful in this outfit. Brittany had always loved the colour red on her.

Santana opened her mouth to respond, but as she did so she heard noise fill the hallway. She turned her head to see that Quinn, Puck, and Artie had returned from lunch, and behind them was Sebastian and Kitty Wilde. She stood up quickly and Brittany mirrored her movement. She knew that she should be thankful for the sudden appearance of her coworkers, but she couldn't help but wish that the moment had lasted longer. She rushed to the door and opened it before Ryder could block their entrance.

"The First Lady was just leaving," she said in response to Puck's curious facial expression.

"Is this place always this exciting?" She heard Kitty ask Sebastian.

Sebastian winked as they all watched the First Lady head to the elevator with her Secret Service agent in tow. "You ain't seen nothing yet, honey," he quipped.

* * *

><p>"This is not good," Quinn murmured with a worried look on her face.<p>

"Not good at all," Artie agreed as he wheeled up to where they were all standing.

Kitty just looked around in confusion. She was, after all, the new kid on the block and she had no idea what had them so on edge. All that she could see was Santana standing in her office and nothing seemed too crazy, at least in her opinion. She was standing facing the window, with her back to the door. She had a drink in her left hand and her record player was on. "What's not good? What's going on?"

Puck sighed as he slipped his hands into the front pockets of his jeans. "When she locks herself in her office, breaks out the tequila, and blasts Ella and Billie, it means that things are really bad. I've only seen this happen three times because of work."

"She doesn't even do it on her Dad's anniversary anymore," Sebastian added sadly.

"Do you know what's bothering her?" Quinn asked as she looked at Puck. He was the only one that had known her longer.

The man with the mohawk slowly shook his head. "You guys all saw what I saw. The First Lady of the United States showed up in this office today to ask her to take a case and she froze."

Quinn groaned in frustration as she ran a hand through her short blonde hair. "What happened between her and the President?" She asked herself quietly. She took a deep breath and straightened her shoulders. "I'm going in."

"Is that a good idea?" Kitty questioned tentatively.

"No," Sebastian answered quickly, "but she's gonna do it anyway."

Quinn placed her hand on the handle to Santana's office door and took another deep breath before opening it without knocking. She usually gave Santana her space but she was too impatient to give space right now. She needed to know what was going on. Whenever the President was involved, Quinn lost the ability to read her best friend and she hated it.

She stepped in and quietly closed the door behind her. The brunette was standing with her back to her, glass in hand, and losing herself in the music that filled her office. Quinn waited a moment before announcing herself.

"Santana."

The Latina spun around and looked at Quinn with slightly narrowed eyes. "Quinn, is there something I can do for you?"

"Is there something _I_ can do for _you_?" The blonde retaliated immediately.

Santana's eyes narrowed further. "What do you want, Quinn?" She enunciated every word slowly and perfectly and that was a tell-tale sign that she was mad.

But Quinn wasn't scared of her like everyone else was. Never had been and never will be. Quinn was one of the few people that Santana saw as her equal.

"What did the First Lady say to you? What happened between you and the President that made you leave the White House? You said no to taking a case today and I wanna know why. We aren't going to help get him re-elected, are we?" She fired a series of questions at her and did not wait for a response. "This is your call, and this is your office, and that's your name on the door at the end of the day, not mine, but you didn't even give us a say. You just said no. The First Lady showed up, you said no, and now you're drinking and your record player is on so something is really wrong."

"Nothing is wrong," Santana lied automatically.

The blonde rolled her eyes. "Something is wrong and I want you to know that you can talk to me about it."

"I don't need to talk—"

"Yes, you do!" Quinn interrupted passionately. "If this was any other client, if this wasn't President Evans, then you would take this case in a heartbeat because you talk a big game but at the end of the day, you always do the right thing. Always. So," she paused and took a long, deep breath, "you obviously need to talk about it, and you can tell me, whatever it is."

Santana just shook her head before she drained her glass and moved to sit in the chair behind her desk. "I can't, Quinn."

Quinn approached Santana's desk and spoke in a much softer voice than she had used to begin this conversation. "I know that you have a lot of things that you don't talk about, but you know that you can trust me. You were there for me…" She cleared her throat as she felt her voice thicken and tears hit the back of her eyes. "You were there for me when no one else was and as much as I hate to admit it, you're my family. You're a bitch but I love you, so if there's anything I can do for you; I need to know, so that I can do it. Santana, what can I do?" She asked desperately.

The brunette pursed her lips thoughtfully before she murmured, "Tell the President we'll take the case, but I want you to take the lead on it. Can you do that?"

Quinn nodded emphatically, "Of course, anything you need."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I'm a big fan of flashbacks so expect a few. Please review! :)**


	3. Like Playing Cards

**A/N: Thanks for the reviews. And I will say that if you don't like to read cheating, then don't read this. An affair is the foundation of this story.**

**Sorry for the wait! I've had this chapter written for a long time, I've just neglected editing it.**

**Chapter song: White Blank Page - Mumford & Sons**

**Disclaimer: Characters are not mine :)**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 3 – Like Playing Cards<strong>

After speaking with Santana, Quinn immediately called Will Schuester and told him that they would be handling the case, with her at the helm. It was clear that he was not happy that he was talking to her instead of Santana, but he was obviously relieved that it would be dealt with by their very private, very discreet office. He gave her all the details about the woman claiming to have given birth to presidential DNA, and the next day, her, Artie, and the new girl got on a plane to Tennessee and travelled to the middle of butt-fuck nowhere.

The case was relatively easy to resolve considering the spectrum of scandal that they regularly dealt with. Although the teenager definitely bore some physical similarities to the President, once the woman refused a paternity test, Quinn had had a fairly easy time explaining just how bad things would get for her, and her other children, if she took her outlandish claim to the media. Like Santana always told her, she may be a Republican Daddy's girl with a sweet smile and a soft voice, but she had graduated from Yale Law at the top of her class and she could be a cold-hearted bitch when she wanted to be. It's why the foundation of her and Santana's relationship was equally based on love and hate.

After a fraction of a second of thought, the woman had wanted a small sum of money, which they had no qualms about giving her, and the problem was solved.

It was easy. _Too easy_. So Quinn knew that something else was up. The White House wasn't up in a panic because of a possible child out of wedlock that had taken them not even a whole day to sweep under the rug. Quinn's gut was telling her that this was a distraction tactic. Maybe that woman had really believed that she had conceived a child with Sam Evans, or maybe someone had told her to believe it.

"What's going on?" She demanded as she breezed into Santana's office like a woman on a mission.

The brunette lifted her head and greeted Quinn with a sarcastic smile. "Ah Quinn! What a pleasure to see you! Took care of things in Tennessee I take it?"

"Yes, of course," she huffed as she crossed her arms over her chest. "It was a piece of cake! The new Quinn Fabray wannabe you hired could have taken care of it herself, and you probably already knew that," she accused. "So what's going on, Santana?"

"Close the door and take a seat, Quinn," Santana answered calmly.

Quinn did as she was told and took a seat on the couch. After a moment, Santana joined her and faced her with what she thought was a real smile.

"I didn't want to take this case, that is true. But I also thought things seemed too cut and dry in small town Tennessee. I sent you to see if you agreed with me." The blonde just looked at her in confusion. "The White House was worried about it, but not as worried as they are about something else."

Quinn quickly processed what Santana was getting at before she responded. "You think they created their own scandal to buy time to prevent another?"

Santana nodded. "More or less."

"Worse than an illegitimate child?" She scoffed.

"Much."

"Well what is it?" Quinn questioned in frustration.

"Will Schuester found a plain, white piece of paper from a typewriter on his desk that said 'Tell the President he should keep a closer eye on his wife'," Santana answered slowly. "They think the First Lady is having an affair." Quinn's eyes widened and Santana couldn't repress a chuckle. "I know right?"

Quinn whistled, "No wonder you were drinking tequila. That is bad."

Santana laughed again, "Yeah." She paused and shifted her position in her seat before she added, "And I don't think the First Lady knows that they know. When she was in this office the other day, she gave no indication that she knew she was in trouble."

"So who's our client here, Santana?" Quinn asked carefully.

Quinn, like Santana, knew exactly how this would go. If they agreed to work on the President's re-election campaign, then they needed to prove that this accusation was exaggerated and false. The hardcore conservatives would run to another candidate at the thought that their President couldn't control his own wife. She could already see the media outlets jumping on that storyline. How can we trust President Evans to keep North Korea, or Iran, or China in line if he can't keep his own wife in his bed? They would need to show that the President and the First Lady were the happy couple that they had been during the first campaign and that someone was just trying to tear them apart and tarnish their bond. The other option, if this accusation was true and they were committed to the President, would be to burn the First Lady to the ground. They would paint the President as the victim and the First Lady would be slut-shamed. It made Quinn's stomach turn uncomfortably but that's the way they would have to spin it. She needed to know who they were protecting. What team were they on here? Were they in campaign mode and willing to do anything for the President and his quest for re-election? Or were they, as women, going to look out for the First Lady and her reputation?

She always spoke of Santana doing the right thing; that's what she liked about working for her. Underneath that sharp, mean, exterior shell was a genuinely caring person, and she had very clearly defined morals for a successful lawyer. But how were they supposed to determine what was the right thing here? Either way they were going to feel like they were betraying someone, or some value.

Santana sighed and replied honestly, "I don't know yet, Quinn. Will Schuester hired us and that's all we know right now."

"Did you give the paper to Puck?" She asked to slightly redirect the conversation.

"Yeah, like I said it was from a typewriter. No handwriting. No fingerprints. But it had to come from inside the White House."

"So let's get to work," Quinn practically grinned.

Santana grinned back at her. "Let's get to work."

They walked out of Santana's office together and entered the conference room where the rest of the team was sitting at the long, rectangular table. Artie and Kitty appeared to be telling Puck and Sebastian about their time in Tennessee, particularly about a roadside diner where they had gotten a delicious breakfast.

"Okay," Santana interrupted with a roll of her eyes. "We have a case. Sebastian, please start to brief everyone on what we were talking about while they were eating waffles in some greasy Southern cesspool."

He stood up and clasped the button on his suit jacket with an exaggerated flourish. "Buckle in Blondie," he told Kitty playfully. "This is gonna be fun."

"So," Santana announced after Sebastian had finished and they had plastered everything that they know onto their large whiteboard. "The White House has a leak and they probably don't even know it. Let's start with who has the most access to the First Lady. Artie, get me whatever you can," she directed.

"You got it!" He replied enthusiastically before he wheeled himself back to his office full of computers and gadgets.

"Sebastian, probe your contacts at the _Post_ and the _Times_ and find out what they know, if they know anything. Take Kitty with you. Quinn, you and I are going to the White House."

Kitty eagerly followed Sebastian out of the room, but she cast a curious look over her shoulder. "Doesn't Puckerman get marching orders?"

Sebastian chuckled as he rested a hand on her back and guided her towards the elevator. "You're not ready to find out what he does yet."

* * *

><p>Quinn had been given the task of both distracting and skillfully interrogating Marley Rose, while Santana entered the First Lady's office.<p>

Brittany almost leapt out of her seat when she saw her guest. "Santana! You're here!"

"I am," she responded slowly.

"How was Tennessee? Is everything okay?"

"Everything is fine," the brunette deadpanned.

The blonde tilted her head. She could tell by the tone of Santana's voice that something was off. "What's wrong?"

Santana carefully tested the waters of where she was guiding this conversation. "You don't know, do you?"

"Know what?" Santana didn't answer her right away and she grew frustrated quickly. "Santana, tell me."

"They hired me to look into something else," she revealed as she looked down at her shoes.

"W-what?" She stuttered. "When I came to your office, I asked you to help Sam because I remember how close you two were…I didn't mean to…it wasn't my intention to…" She stopped talking when Santana held her hand up. She hadn't been trying to use whatever feelings Santana had for her against her and she wanted her to know that. "I just want you to know that I'm sorry. I feel like I played a card I didn't have any right to play."

Santana cleared her throat and shuffled her feet. "I didn't take this case because of you, Brittany, but it's going to look that way after I tell you the real reason why Will wanted to hire me."

Brittany slowly sat back down again. "Just tell me, Santana. Please."

"They've been told you're having an affair and Will thinks you'll tell me the truth," she stated bluntly. "He's playing a card he doesn't have any right to play," she added quietly. She could hear her heart start to beat a little harder but she asked the next question anyway. "So, are you? Having an affair?"

No matter the response, the answer to that question would break her. If the answer was yes, then it meant that whatever they had done, whatever they had meant to each other, was now meaningless. She was just another notch on her bedpost. And she didn't mean that just figuratively. Brittany had once told her that her teenage bed back in her parents' home in Syracuse had actual notches on the bed frame. Meaning nothing would definitely break her heart. If the answer was no, well that was almost even worse. If Brittany wasn't having an affair then it meant that there could still be feelings, big, burning feelings that would tell her that being alone in this room was a very dangerous idea. If the answer was no, she was probably still going to end up with her heart broken.

The First Lady looked out the window to her left with wide eyes. She couldn't believe that Santana was in her office asking her that question.

"He didn't want to work with you," she murmured as she stared at nothing.

Santana took several steps closer and looked at her in confusion. "What?"

"When you first came onto the campaign," she explained, "Sam didn't want to work with you. He thought that you were too bold. Too brash. Too sexy and too liberal," she chuckled. She slowly turned to face Santana and smiled. "He thought that all those men that loved his grandfather as Governor would grunt when they saw _you_ managing his campaign. Will talked him out of it, and me too, he asked my opinion of course."

"Why are you telling me this?" The Latina asked in annoyance.

"Because," she whispered. "Can you imagine how much easier our lives would be if I had just agreed with him? Because I kinda did," she confessed. "I did think that you were too bold and too brash, and definitely too liberal, but that's what I liked about you. I liked everything about you. That was my problem. You were too good to be true."

Santana huffed and defensively crossed her arms. "Are you actually sitting there and blaming me?" She had to grit her teeth to stop herself from yelling.

"No, no of course not," she responded quickly as she stood again. "I'm just trying to work out in my head how we got to this point. You know I think better out loud," she tried to joke.

Brittany baited her and she took it. "How we got to what point?"

"Where you hate me so much that I can feel it. To the point where you hate me this much for falling in love with you."

Santana's mouth dropped open in shock. She did not expect to hear that and she did not know how to respond to it. Hate and love were two very strong emotions to be wrapped up in one sentence. What it did do was soften her attitude towards the woman standing across from her. She was carrying around a lot of rage but she would be lying if she said that any of it was directed towards Brittany.

"Britt," she whispered.

Whatever else she was about to say was interrupted by a knock on the door.

Quinn poked her head inside the office and looked at her expectantly. "Are you ready?"

Santana straightened her back and nodded. "Yeah Quinn, I'm ready. Thanks for your time, Madam First Lady," she spoke formally before she left with Quinn.

"Did she tell you?" Quinn asked in an eager whisper.

"Nope."

"Dammit!"

"I'll try again later," Santana answered firmly.

* * *

><p>Santana spent her evening curled up on her couch with a drink and her fat cat as she surfed through news channels to make sure that none of them were breaking with the 'First Lady Affair' headline. Sebastian hadn't gotten anything from his contacts and she hoped that was a good sign. She hoped that whoever sent that message to Will Schuester had not sent a similar one to the press.<p>

She was just thinking about getting ready to turn in when her phone rang. She assumed that it was Puck checking in on her, or Quinn wanting to run a new idea by her, or Artie with some new information, but the number was private. She furrowed her brow and tentatively answered the call. "Hello?"

She heard the sound of staggered, uneven breathing and she was about to hang up when she heard, "_Hey._"

"Hey," she breathed back. "You're calling me. You haven't called me in—"

"_A really long time, I know,_" Brittany admitted. "_I assumed you didn't want me to._"

"Well apparently I hate you, so I can see where you got that idea," she quipped.

That made Brittany laugh. "_Yeah, I needed to talk to you after _that_._"

Santana mindlessly picked at a wayward thread on her sock before she spoke again. "I don't hate you," she whispered. "That would be far too easy."

"_Santana—_"

She interrupted Brittany with a wince. "Please, don't. Brittany, I don't think I'm ready for whatever it is you're about to say."

"_Okay,_" she agreed. "_Well, what about this? No._"

"No?" Santana repeated in confusion.

"_No, Santana,_" she said again in a much firmer voice. "_No, I am not having an affair._"

Santana's breath hitched and she felt her cat's tail brush against her thigh. It was as if he knew exactly who was on the other end of the line. She reached forward and softly scratched between his ears. She hoped that he wasn't getting as worked up by this conversation as she was.

"_I know you're not going to believe me,_" the First Lady continued. "_I know that you're not going to believe me until you look me in the eye while I say no, but the answer is no._"

"Okay," she finally responded.

"_Okay?_"

"Okay."

"_Okay then,_" Brittany sighed happily. "_Goodnight Santana._"

"Goodnight Madam First Lady," she replied quietly.

"_Tell the cat I said hi,_" she added before she ended the call.

Santana placed her phone on the coffee table in front of her with a smile on her face. Brittany had called her late at night, the answer to the affair question was no, and yet here she was smiling all because Brittany had mentioned her stupid, fat cat.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: If you enjoyed, then please review. If not, haters gonna hate. Lol. Thanks! :)**


End file.
